ADVENTUROUS   TRAVELLER

failed him. It was as bad as could be. But it did not
deter the crowds. At Saint John, New Brunswick, the
heavy rains seemed to contribute to the rising tide of
enthusiasm. There was no way of keeping the people
under control. They just walked through the ropes
and insisted on knowing the Prince "personally."
This was a surprise for those who, when they first
heard of the Prince's project, shook their heads and
prophesied a poor reception from the hard-headed
people of the dominion. Perhaps the Prince himself
had not been too sure. It is easy to be glib about his
charm and diffidence and modesty. Indeed, -so much
has been garrulously written about these characteristics,
so much picture post-card capital has been made from
his smile that sceptics have had no difficulty in denying
their existence, in declaring them to be manufactured
for public consumption. All who lead a public life
must pay that penalty of seeming to be unreal. Yet no
one who has met and talked with the Prince for five
minutes could possibly miss the reality of his charm.
To say that it is dependent upon the glamour of his
position is a complete misunderstanding, for it is that
very glamour, real or supposed, which he has always
striven to shed. If ever there was an absolute proof of
direct personal appeal Canada's welcome to the Prince
was one. Even now the words of one of his speeches
there reflect something of its spirit. "This is a red-
letter day for me," he said, "a day to which I have
eagerly looked forward and which I can never forget.
At the same time I do not feel that I come to this great
dominion as a stranger, since I have been so closely
associated with the dominion troops throughout the
War. ... I want Canada to look on me as a Canadian,
if not actually by birth, yet certainly in mind and spirit,
for this, as the eldest son of the Ruler of the great
British Empire, I can assure you that I am."

The Prince was later to prove how deeply felt was
that declaration.    Canada and the Canadians attracted
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